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Moooooo! 


Author's Notes: 
Crackbunnies from hell, | tell ya. Bella's fault at that. Bella started this one (rather, her SavMuse did) and 


Hector.as always, lent some help to finish it. Crackbunnies. From. Hell. *grins* It was a total blast to write. 
---Oh, and the dates mentioned ARE legitimate dates that Leppard were in Nebraska. Honest. 
Omaha, Nebraska 


August lith, 1983 
3:45 AM. 


The noise HAD to be coming from downstairs. It was long, drawn out, and bizarre. 
And fucking loud. 


Joe turned over in the bed, the sheets getting tangled beyond belief as he sighed huffily. The cooler air of the 


room breezed over his bare shoulder, ruffling some of his hair as it passed. With a happy sigh, he relaxed and 


drifted back to sleep. 
But then it happened again; even if he wanted to he couldn't ignore the noise that blasted him wide awake. 
"MO000000!" 


"Oh for fuck's sakel" said Joe, getting out of bed, barely remembering to pull on some shorts as he stormed 


downstairs. The lobby area was mostly empty with a familiar form over at the window, smoking, 


"Steve! What the bloody hell is that?" 


Steve took a calm drag off of his cigarette, watching something out the window before exhaling. 
"That.is Sav," he said, looking over at Joe with tired eyes and a slight smirk on his face. 


"What the fuck is he DOING?!" Joe exclaimed, bringing a stifled snicker from Steve. The guitarist took another 


calm drag, exhaling slowly again. 
"Mooing, | do believe, Joe." 


"WHY is he mooing?" said Joe, expecting an answer. Before Steve could answer, they heard the noise again, 


coming to them as clear as if Sav was in the room with them. 

*M000000!" 

Steve couldn't help it, laughing chokingly and Joe couldn't help but join in. There was something all too amusing 
about your bassist - also one of your best friends - standing out in a field and mooing at the sky, even more 


amusing since it was so late at night and out of character for him. 


Heavy footsteps made them stifle their laughter as they looked up, grinning at Robert Allen as he stormed 


over looking as sleepy as Joe felt. 
"Who the fuck is mooing?" he said, voice sleepy and not one bit amused. 
"Sav." managed Joe and Steve through laughter that threatened to bowl them over. 


"Well, tell him to do it quieter!" said Robert, stalking off as that set the two band members off into more 
laughter. 


"M000000!" 


When they finally calmed themselves, Sav had been quiet for a few minutes. Looking out the window they 


noticed that Sav was sitting in the damp grass, long legs folded under him as he stared up at the sky quietly. 


"So why is he mooing?" asked Joe, pulling up a chair to watch him with Steve, thankful that they had the 
eleventh off with nothing to do before their next date at the same venue. 


"Because 'e did a hit of acid" said Phil, walking in with a grin, handing both Joe and Steve beers and Steve a 


new pack of smokes. 
"That's it? Thats why he's fucking mooing?" said Joe, taking a swig of the beer after a thankful nod to Phil 


"No, because at some point in the evening, Rick started making other noises," said Steve, snorting as Sav threw 


open his arms and flopped back into the dew-laden grass. 
"What other noises?" asked Joe, eyes wide as Phil snickered. 


"Well.it started with Rick bleating," said Steve, chuckling as he opened the new package of cigarettes, long 


fingers crumpling the cellophane. 
"Bleating?" said Joe, looking between them. 


"Yeah you know, like Naaahahaal Or Baaaahahaha!" said Phil, demonstrating helpfully, setting Steve off into more 
choked off laughter, with Joe and Phil soon joining him. 


"M000000!" 


The laughter rose in volume, Phil bending over as though trying to conserve precious air, Joe's eyes filling with 


tears and spilling over from him laughing so hard. Steve had ceased to make a sound. 


Omaha, Nebraska 
August lith, 1983 
10:00 AM. 
"Ohhh." 


Sav sat up, groaning as he blinked against the harsh sunlight that was all around. That was wrong, though; he 


was in his hotel room, or so he thought. Looking around he realized that he was in a field 
Why was he in a field? 


Getting up he stumbled into the hotel, blinking as Robert, Joe, Steve, and Phil looked up with grins on their 


faces. 


"Wot?" he asked, flopping into a chair with a gritty sounding stretch. 

"And how did YOU sleep last night?" Joe asked, an evil smile on his face. 

"Um.fine. Why am | all wet?" Sav queried, looking confused as Rick came downstairs, bright and chipper. 
"Morning!" he said, getting raised middle fingers from most. 


"Ask Rick why you're wet." said Phil, laughing as Steve snorted tea out of his nostrils. Joe and Robert's 


laughter soon joined his as Sav looked over at Rick. 

"Rick, „why am | wet?" 

"Uhh.you were the one outside," said Rick, grinning as he nicked a breakfast doughnut off of his brother's 
plate. Sav licked his lips, blinking in confusion. His hair, already curly, was borderline frizzy from the night spent 


outside. 


"C'mon, mate..Baaaa" Rick replied, imitating a sheep that wrought something that resembled a squeaky laugh 
from Phil 


"Rick.did we really do acid last night?" 
Rick burst out laughing, bits of half-chewed doughnut spraying out, hastily covering his mouth with his hand. 
"You don't remember?" asked Steve, mopping up the tea and grinning at Sav's confusion. 


"No. | don't bloody well remember. If | did, would | ask you idiots?" he snapped, getting annoyed as Phil began 


laughing harder, tears streaming down his face as they were down Joe's. 


"Well.we dropped the acid.sometime after the show. When we came back here..me and you went outside. Steve 


was with us for a bit, | think And we heard some dogs barking." 


"And then Rick bleated. Like a goat. Or a sheep. Whichever," added Steve, not even trying to hide the grin that 
was threatening to meet in the back of his head. 


"And then you moved," said Rick as Steve started laughing again. 
"Moo asked Sav, starting to snicker himself. 


"At nearly four in the fucking morning," Robert grunted, controlling himself at last. Steve sat up, wiping his 
eyes as Phil followed suit. Joe heaved a sigh as he sat up, wiping his eyes on his napkin 


"| was fucking mooing out in the field and no one stopped me?" 


"Well. went out there to make sure you were okay but you looked over at me and said, "Moo with me," so | 


figured you'd be just fine out there," Phil replied, barely able to stop snickering as Robert chuckled at them. 
"Fuck," Sav murmured, finally starting to laugh as the others joined in. 


Peter and Cliff came into the lobby, holding papers full of reviews from the show on the lOth. Looking over the 
cheerful band Cliff smiled brightly. 


"Good morning!" 


"M00000!" said Steve and Phil, laughing harder than they had originally as Joe made a sound akin to a guinea 
pig with Rick and Sav grinning up at their managers. 


"BAAAAAAI" Sav and Rick chimed in, the band collapsing into helpless laughter, leaning on and over each other 
as Peter and Cliff looked to each other and then back at the band. 


"Moo?" Peter asked, obviously confused. 
"Baa." Cliff replied, grinning as he caught onto what had been going on, or at least some version of it. 


Well, it sort of explained why the bassist of Def Leppard was out mooing in the fields of Nebraska... 


